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ternational Fame.

“Arm this ;‘mwphs:}. by,

“I tell.you, Dankmere, that
T don't know. They all appenr to be
genuine, after a superficlal exami-
nation. . It takes time to be sure
about any picture—and If we're go-
ing to be certain it will require con-
fabs with authorities—restorers,
dealers, experts, curators from va-
rious puseums—all sorts and condi-
tions of people must be approached

and warily consulted—and paid,” he '

added smiling.' * that has to be
done with tlon because
some are mot honest and we don't
want anybody to get.the impreasion
that we are attempting to bribe any-
body for a favorable verdict.”

A few minutes later we went across
the street and telegraphed to Molly
Wycherly:

“May I remind you that you asked
me to Witch Hollow?

“QUARREN.”

The following morning the work-
men had departed. He and Dank-
mere stood contemplating the
transformation wrought in the of-
fice, back parlor and extension of
Quarren’s floor in the shabby old
Lexington avenue house.

The Magnificent Sign.

The transformation was complete;
all woodwork ''had been painted
white, a gray-green paper hung on
the walls, the floor stained dark
brown and covered with several
antique rugs which had come with
the pictures—a Fereghan, a Ladik,
end an ancient Herez with rose and
sapphire lights in it.

At the end of the suite hung
another rellc of Dankmere Tarns—
8 Gobelin tapestry about ten by
twelve, signed by Audran, the sub-
Ject of which was Bouther's
“Venus, Mars and Vulean" from
the picture in the Wallace coliec-

tion. Opposite it was suspended an
old' Persian carpet of the sixteenth

| Jng amid the soft splendor of its

F century—ea mnlﬁuht’m
helrloom woven in the golden age
of anclent Bastern art and display-

matchless hues the strange and
traced in forgotten dyes amid a
wilderness of delicate flowers and
vines. .
Between these two fabrics, filling
the walls from baseboard to oeil-
ing, Were ranged Dankmeére's plc-
tures. Few traces of the real es
tate office remained—merely a
desk, letter file, & shelf piled up
with maps and ‘Quarren’s shingle
outside; but this was now over-
shadowed by the severely magnifi-
cent sign:

OLD MASBTERS
| Algernon hynllm&co._

For Lord Dankmere, otherwise
Algernon Cecll Clarence Fayre,
Earl of Dankmere, had decided to
dedicate to trade only a portion of
his aristocratic appellations. As

Quarren’'s cat, Daisy, and her litter
of unweaned kittens.

“Do" you realize,” sald Quarren,
dropping into the depths of a new
easy chair, “that you have almost
put me out of business?”

“Well, you weren't in very deep-
1y, you know,” commented Dank-
Jmere. .

“No; but last week I went® to
bed a broker in real estate, and
this week I wake up & picture
dealer and your partner. It's going
to tdke most of my time. I can't
sell a ploture unless I krow what
it is. I've got to find out—or try
to. Do you know what that means?”

“I fancy it means chucking your
real estate,” said Dankmere, im-
perturbably. “Why not? This is a
better gamble. And if we make
anything we ought to make some-
thing worth while.”

“Do you propose that I wshall

simply drop ‘my entire business—

_ , i
| . Chambers
: 'f'A‘Si)lrlted and Bwlftly Maving Romance’
and High Society, by the Greatest
Living Master of Fiction.

By Robert W Chambers. |

* Whose Novels Have Won Him In

for the company, it consisted of ,

widow, who

, Who’s Wh
- STRELSA LEEDS—A . charming young
: mes to New York and is spon-
| . sored by one of the leaders of society.
RICHARD QUARREN—A gifted young idler,
who falls in love with Strelsa.
'LANGLY SPROWL—A multi-millionaire,

.who has determined to marry Strelsa, and.
who has explained his unsavory past to her'
. by a seemingly frank talk.
{ SIR CHARLES MALLISON—A rich Eng-
~+ lishman, who has long hoped to

e . 66 £ ; ”.
o in “The Streets of Ascalon
Sprowl, at last sees the gdbd in Chester
Ledwith, the husband she tossed aside.
THE EARL OF DANKMERE—Who brings
over a lot of family pictures and incident-
ally starts Quarren on the road to useful-

ness. _
MOLLY WYCHERLY—A great friend of

Strelsa’s, who breaks to Quarren the news

that the young widow has lost all her !

money.
MRS.

PROWL—A Fifth avenue dowager,
who undertakes a matrimonial campai

¥rom the beginning Quarren had
felt, vaguely, that it would come
to that—realized instinctively that
in such an enterprise he would be
on solid ground—that the idea was
pleasant to him—that his tastes
fitted him for such an occupation.
Experience was lacking, but, some-
how, his ignorance did not dis-
may him.

All his life he had cared for such
things, been familiar with them,
been curious to learn mors, had
read enough to understand some-
thing of the fascinating problems
now confronting him, had, in his
hours of leisure, familiarized him-

with the best of art in the
public and private galleries of
the city. ’

More than a natural inclination
and curiosity had ted him among
dealers, restorers, brokers of plo:
tures. He knew them all from
Fifth avenue to Lexington, the cel-
ebrated and the obscure; he had
heard them talk, heard the gossip
and scandal of their curious world,
ﬂtclud“hcm buying, selling, re-
storing, relining, reframing;: Iis-
tened to their discussions concern-

a heterogeneous mass of partly
assimilated knowledge acquired
from the sheer love of the subject.
Success at Last. '

Fortunate the man whose means
of livellhood is also his pleasure!
Deep in his heart’' lies the uncon-
scious contentment of certainty.

And somehow, with the advent of
Dankmere’s pictures, into Quarren's
trpubled heart had come a vague
sensation of ease—a cessation of the
old anxiety and unrest—a quiet that
he had never before known.

To learn what his wares really
were seemed no formidable task; to
appreciate and appraise each one
only little labors of love. Every
problem appeared to him as a sep-
arate attraction; the disposal of his
stock a delightful and lelsurely cer-
tainty because he himself would be
certain of what he dealt in.

Then, too, his mind had long since
invaded a future which day by day
grew more alluring in its sugges-
tions. He himself would learn the
practical manual art of restoration
—learn how to clean, reline, revarn-
ish; how to identify, how to dissect.

“God knows. Do you mean
you're really keen on it
“Dead keen.”

well when he's a bit kean on any-
thing of sorts. You'll be owning
the gallery mnext, you infernal
Yankee!" '
‘Quarren laughed: “I won't forget
that you gave me my first chance
in the worid. You've done it, toe;
do you realize it, Dankmere?"”
“Very glad, I'm sure.”

“So am 1" sald Quarren with
sudden emphasis. “I belleve I'm
on the right track now. I belleve
it's in me—in my heart—to work

Strelsa’s heart. - for Strelsa, hoping to marry her to Sir
MARY LEDWITH—Who, betrayed by Charles Mallison.

| . ’ ‘ = -~ -—
close up everything and go into 4 ing their art and the art in which ¥ Every thread of an ancient canvas 4 —to work!"—he laughed—"as the
this thing permanently?”’ demand- | they dealt. And it had always fas- | should tell him & true story; every | old chronicles say: "To the glory of
ed Quarren. cinated him, although, until Dank- | grain in an old panel. He would | God and the happiness of self and

“It will come to that ultimately. | mere arrived, it had never occurred | be chief surgeon In his hospital | mankind' * ¢ ¢ I'm grateful to
Don't you want to?" to him to make a living out of | for old and decrepit masterpleces; | you; do you understand?"

“Awfully glad, old chap.”

"'You funny Englishman—I be-
lieve you are. * * * And we'll
make this thing go. Down comes
my real estate shingle; I'm part of

g Charles Dana

'A Delightful Romance in Which a Beautiful

“MARIE® WYCHERLY.”
He could not leave until he had

planned for work to go on during

his absence. First he arranged with
Valasoo to identify as nearly as
possible, and to appraise, the French

"and Italian pictures. ' Then he made

an arrangement with Van Boschoven
for the Dutch and Flemish; secured

skirt dances, don’t sing’/comic songs,
don't obscure the air with cigar

e

b I wouldn’t think of selling a single
canvas until T have their reports

you can bellieve his word.”
“But my dear Quarren,” protested
Dankmere, - seriously bewildered—
“how could any llving expert have
seen an artist who died two hun-
dred years ago paint anything?"

“the point is keenly taken. Ergo,
there are no real experts, only
guessers. When Valasco et al finish

thelr guessing, I'll guess how near
tHey have guessed correctly. Good-
by. * * * You will be good,

i
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A COMET

JUPITER HAS SNARED MANY A SKY WANDERER
. polar diameter only about 83,000

]

By Garrett P. Serviss. <

*ﬁn:: BAltnnm;r and Authority
i Interest.

F you look toward the Constella-

I tion Leo you will see the plant

Jupiter glowing placidly among

the constellations, like a great

super-star which has no need to |

twinkle In order to call attention to
itself.

You will understand at a glance
why the ancients gave to this mag-

nificent planet the name of the
chief of their gods, why the Chinese
called it the "Regulator” and the
Egyptians ““Horus, the Gulder of
the Bphere.”

In our sclentific way -we have
found more accurately descriptive
terms for this big planet, which
exceeds the earth about 1,300 times
in magnitude. Among other things,
we call Jupiter the “Comet Catcher.”

Its power of attraction is so
‘great (more than 309 times that of
the earth) and its position in the
solar system Is so commanding
(about five times as far from the
sun as the earth is), that it often
draws wandering comets out of
their paths as they approach the
sun from other space and turns
them into smaller, shorter orbits,
#o0 that, henceforth, they are unable
to go very far away, but continue
to revolve around the sun in ellipti-
cal curves, whose form has been
imposed by the iInterference of
Jupiter,

Nearly thirty comets are now
known which have thus been “cap-
tured” by Jupiter. S

He 18 not powerful enough to
Kkeep them for h If, but is com-

led to hand them over to the sun.

e 18 like one of the great feudal
barons of the Middle Ages who had
to surrender his prisoners to his
lordy the King. 8till, he sometimes
interferes with them a second time.
_if they venture near him, and sends
them scurrying off in new orbits.

He has also created havoc among
the orbite of the hundreds. of little

4 ts, called "asteroids,” which
has trained into groups, and he

is even suspected of having turned
some of them into his own retainers,
in the character of little “moons.” |

. In fact, Jupiter ls so powerful
that he would make the earth re-
volve around him if the sun were
t. One of his four principal

fs larger than thé planet
Mercury, and yet he swings It
around him once every week, mak-
fng it travel in that space of time
more than 4,000,000 miles. The
nearest of them, which is consider-
larger than our moon, s

i

miles per hour.

Bverything goe# fast wbout Jupl
tor. turns on his own axis so
that his day is only ten
Twours long, and If wa were situated
on hia equator we 14 find owr-
m‘ntrum .at the rate of

more 27,000 miles per hour.
One consequence of this is that he
ling flattened his own poles and
| out his own equator by
centrifugal force to such an extent
that he measures about 5,000 miles

%

Jnan the poles than through
- the . His equatorial diame-
* ter I mbout .00 milen, and hia

around him at a speed of

CATCHER

miles.

This difference is so striking that
You can see it easily if you look at
Jupiter through a telescope. He is
not round like a baseball, but elon-
gated like a football, or, rather, flat-
tened like a pumpkin. Another con-
sequence of his mad energy of mo-
tion, which you will see If you In-
spect him with a telescope, is that

his whole surface is covered with
parallel belts of clouds drawn out
into bands by the swift rotation.
These clouds vary in color and in
form, and while you are watching
them you will actually see the
planet turning, if you continue
{our observations for an hour or
WO.

Another thing of fascinating in-
terest which a telescopic view of
Jupiter affords is the motion of the
four nearby moons. It was Gallleo's
discovery of these moons that upset
the anclent system of astronomy.
They seem to fly as if terrified at
the possibility of being drawn down
into the grasp of their relentl
master. In the course of a single
evenihg you can see tHem cross
his disk or pass into and out of his
shadow, and often you can watch
their own little round shadows, as
black as ink drops, moving swiftly
across his broad oval, shining face
or disk.

If you have not yet studled as-
tronomy—a subject that every in-
telligent human being should know
something about—begin at once
with the planet Jupiter. If you
cannot get a chance to look at him
with a telescope, get a book on
astronomy, and learn from it all
you can, not only about Jupliter, but
about other things In the sky, and
the result, in the broadening of
your mind and the tranquilizsing of
vour spirit, will be both a delight

u\r}d a surprise to you.
A Dickens Letter.

A characteristic letter from Dick-
ens, declining an ipvitation to din-
ner, was among collection of
raré Dickens books and MSBS. re-
cently sold by BSotheby's. The
famous 'novelist writes: "It is the
week in every manth on which I
never go out to ner, except on
some tremendous provocation, such
ag a twin brother's coming home
from China and having appointed
tn return next morning, which
does not often happen® * * Om
the other side I perceive a clear |
head looking forward to the end
of Chuszlewit; on the other, a blear-
eyed (but amiable and prepoasess-
fng) youth, drinking soda A
and incapable of any mental
tion greater than ording it. * * **

Opossums.
_Opossums, which were Introduced
into New Zealand from Australia
many years Ago, have Increased
until they have become a pest In
the fruit regions. Never-
theéless, eir wvalue for fur out-
weighs the damage they do. It is
therefore proposed to give them

THE MEASURE
OF A MAN

By W. A. McKeever——

Widely Known Lecturer and Author
aﬂgnNnﬂmIAMon

v Problems.
ISTEN, my boy, I am out look-

ing for a man. Are you the
one? Stop a minute till I
search you through.

Old Diogenes went out carrying a
lighted lantern in broad daylight and
sald he was looking for a man.

This old philosopher met many in
the street wearing men's clothes,
speaking in men’'s tones of. volce,
and physically big enough to be
called men, but morally they fell far
below his standard.

8o, I carry a lantern-for you, my
boy. It is & light of discernment,
and with it would look you through
for the marks of manhood. How do
you measure up?

Yesterday yon indicated by your
conversation that you were en-
grossed in .ideas about things to
wear, things to eat, things to drink
and some cheap sporting Indul-
gences. Do you call that manhood?

Today you swaggered by with a
cigarette between your lips, looking
toward the ground seemingly ob-
livious to the vast dimensions of the
world live in. Is that your
best? Is the pavement as far away
from yourself as you can see?

Who made this great city, my
boy? Whose brain was burnt out to
create this wealth? Whose blood
was sacrificed drop by drop to estab-
lish its splendid Institutions? Who
gave f of time and planning and
sacrifice to make it a grand place of
abode for the like of you? And a
you are, wearing out its pavements,
sippt its sweets, taking every-
thing from it that comes your way.

Now, if one should flash the lan-
of intelligent scrutiny wupon

Cut out yopur clgarettes
month and watch your heart and
brain both return to normal.

Cut out your late hours; go to
bed early; get up early; work hard
at your job; take time to think;
spend thirty minutes per day sitting
in silence. . 5.

Now, having become somewhat

of the things which poison
your body and blur your vision, m
for the qualities of sterling o
hood. Be cheerful; met with de-
cision; read clean literature; assocl-
ate with high minded people; get a
vision of the splendid future for
yourself as a fellow and partly a
servant of the masses; pray dally to
the Most High for guldance as to
how you can do your full part in
making this city a better place for
human habitation, this country a
better light-bearer to the dark

of the world

m chaned to breed In the for-
regions. Watermelons, too,
grow in New Zealand,

\

.lmthom;mntotam
in you.

When a Gi

rl Marries

AN INTERESTING STORY OF EARLY WEDDED LIFE

By Ann Lisle.

UITE so!"” sputtering eager-
ly, he went on, twisting
his words out in his 7Jriev-

ance, “And this month when

1 got my advance copy there

“Quite so!" sputtering eagerly,
he went on, twisting his words out

In his grievance. *“And this month
when I got my advance copy there
were my two pages in the same
old sepia. And all the satisfaction
this darn—begging your pardon,
ma'am. Miss, Mrs. Harrison, 1
mean — all the satisfaction your

advertising department can give a
customer of $ears’ standing is that
when the proofs went over to my
place, my fool of a publicity man
0. K.'d them. Now, what do you
make of that?”

“Make of the fact that your pub:

lielty man is a fool?” I asked with
still more elaborate innocence..

S

As I sald it, 1 wondered If I'd
gone a bit too far In ing to sim-
plify the situation so x Hoadley

would look at it fairly and square-
ly and without prejudice or rancor.
But hls little eyes met mine with
an expression which changed from
red-lidded suspicion to a sudden
twitching of the lashes, and then a
jelly-like convulsion of his whole
face. BSuddenly he was laughing
whole-heartedly. 1 joined in. After
a moment or two I ventured:

“We blundered badly in failing to
earry out orders. And your man
blundered in not keeping track of
your orders. But isn’t it also poasi-
ble that you failed to make sure he
knew of your change of plan in an
old account he thought he was
handling to your entire
tion?"

Now Mr. Hoadley's smile was
umused—and Interested.

“Go ahead, lady lawyer,” he said.
“This ain’t the fiset time I've seen
how smart you are.”

“I think we ought to effect a
compromise. We might carry your
account ahead an extra month on
another year's contract, and con-
sider one of your two pages paid
for. That would be about $2,000
loss to us—but it's worth it to keep

b & good account lke yours. Is that

satisfactory?”

“May I have an O.K.on this note
to the advertising department I've
jotting down as we talked?

get Mr. Booth's signature, too,
and we'll understand we carry you
for an extra month on next year's

ness, there's
you'll be glad to renew next year

at current rates?”
“You bet your sweet life I will!”

I nodded understandingly before
I called Carl Booth, giving him
briefly to understand that hisO. K.
was needed to an agreement which
I hoped would be satisfactory.
Carl lUstened with alert attention
to my account of the adjustment
we'd made. Then he took the note
1 had hastily drawn up, laid it on
set his signature

s sprawly one.

“Our assistant is a pretty clever
business woman!" he sald in a tone
which seemed to clinch everything.

As he spoke he looked up chal-

lengingly at Max I In-
tercepted ‘the glance the men
exchanged. y enough, it

was almost hostile.

“The job got you, dldn’t tr
asked Carl, eyeing me sagely as I
stood straightening up the old desk
I'd adopted for mine again about the
same moment that Max Hoadley
¢atapulted into the editorial office
at dane’s.

{‘Something llke that,”
fessed, laylng my pencils in a
straight row in the big front com-
partment of the big flattep drawer
of the desk. .

“Bverything's settled then except
the figures,” sald Carl. "Buppose
we say 60 per cent advance over
your old salary. Wil that meet the
high cost of living and other mod-
ern conditions—including your idea
of what is due Mrs. J. H. Harrison?"

“Your offer's very generous. Your

tone isn't.” :
(To Be Continued Tuesday.)

Rhyming

By Aline Michaelis. -
Vacationing at Home.

H, let who will pack up his
trunk across the seas to roam.

I hold his plan is pretty punk

if he could stay at home. For ram-
bling over land and sea and hasten-
ing here and there when it's as hot
as hot can be would make me toar
my halr, Why scale the Rockies'
inclines and brave mid-summer
chills, why jotirney to the Isle of

Pines and pay téen dosen bills?
When lazily 1 Toll at home and
sample covling draughts I'm happler

than men in Nome or those In for-
elgn crufts. As In my easy chair I
sit and hum & tuneless law, vacation
hours as swiftly flit as off in far

LY

hd
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Cathay. And if the mercury should
climb way up to ninety-sight, dt's
done that same thing many a/time
whete tourists congregate, many
a fellow mops his face while sitting
on a train and speeding to some
other place, n:h-:m for home
. There's ¥y a man who
locks the house and away the
oat when starting on & gay carouse
who hates to leave his flat. For
there is but one spot alone where
man holds perfect mi; and when
he leaves for Torreon he casts his
ts away. For me, I choose a
ling fan beside the ice-box door
instead of jaunts to Andaman or
summer at the shore. I do not env
abroad hul

have been going around with much
the same people. Among my crowd
was a man whom I like very much
but do not love him.

He graduated from college this
June and his parents sent him on
a trip ot West and now they have
great hopes for him when he re-

me? ALICE BLUE.
If, as you are at to state
twice your brief s do’
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pour bolling water over it.

Anything fried in bolling fat is
puffed up and made very light by
lifting it three or four times out
of the fat during the procesa.

To test eggs, make a brine by
dissolving two ounces of salt in a
pint of water. Good eggs will sink,
and bad eggs will float; In this so-
lution.

To clean leather, use equal parts
of bofled linseed ofl and vinegar.
Shake them well together, an

a little on a flannel; rub In
ohl-t‘lur. and polish with a soft
doth,

FOR LOVE

VA went over and took the 4

note up. It was not sealed, not
even enclosed in an envelope

She wondered if the mald had had
sufficlent curiosity to read it.

and
paver and look
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ByRubg M.
Ayres

. was silent. Ewva wondered what had
\ p had said any.
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w with Philip

volcs sur-
shake her-
that it was
spoke. What
her? she won-
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“l sald I didn't know.”

“But you did know,” she an-
swered. . »

Peter dld not’ reply. *Didn*

“How dare you—Peter
* ® *" His name was a cry, but
she, checked it. After all, what did
it matter? What was the use of
explanations? Besides, there was
nothing to explain; he would not
understand.

She left him to finish his break-
fast and went to her room where
the mald was packing her clothes.

She put on her hat and sat down
to wait for Philip; while she was
walting the telephone rang; she
called to Peter to answer it—she
heard his wvoice in the hall, 'and
knew that it must be Philip who
had rung up, but she did not even
try to listen; it was of no Intreest
to her what they or what ar-
rangements they made for her dis- -
posal. Her heArt and soul felt
dead—she was a just a mechanical
body that could- still move and

you will cateh the 11 o'clack.”
Bo he counted on her com-
ing; ocoun on her obedlence (o
that curt note.

£ agaln at the phone.
He t with her n:l? the station;
hardly spoke at but once or
twice she knew that he looked at
her Adistress y
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